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The Metamorphoſis of Baucis and Philemon, 
Burleſqu d; from the 8th Book of Ovid. 


N Ancient Times, as Story tells, | 5 
1 The Saints would often leave their Cells, 
And ſtrole about, but hide their Quality, 

To try good Peoples Hoſpitality. 
It happen d on a Winter -Night, 
As Authors of the Legend write, 
Two Brother Hermits, Saints by Trade, 
Taking their Tour in Maſquerade, _ 
Diſguisd in Habits, poor and rent, 
To a ſmall Village in Somerſet went ; 
Where in the Strolers Canting Strain, 
They begg'd from Door to Door in yain ; 
Try'd ey'ry Tone might Pity win, 
But not a Soul wou'd let them in. 
Our wand'ring Saints in woful State, 
Treated at this ungodly Rate. 
Having through all the Yikes paſt, 
To a {mall Cottage came at laſt, 
Where dwelt a good honeſt Yeoman, 
Call'd in the Neighbourhood Philemon, 
Who kiadly did the Saints invite 
In his poor Hut to paſs the Night; 
And then the Hoſpital Sire, 
Bid Goody Baucis mend the Fire ; 
Whilſt he from out the Chimney took 
A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook, 
And freely from the fatteſt Side 
Cut out large Slices to be fry'd : 
hen ** aſide to ſerch. — 2 

da large Jug up to the Brink, 2 
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(4) 
And ſaw it fairly twice go round ; 
Yet (hat is wonderful) they found, 
*T was till repleniſh'd to the Top, 
As if they ne et had touch'd a, Drop. 
The good old Couple were amab'd, 
And often on cach other gaz d: 
For both were frighted to the Heart, 
And juſt began to ay What art ! 
Then ſoftly turn'd a ide to view, 
Whether the Lights were burning blue 
The gentle Saints were ſoon aware on't, 
Told them their Calling, and their Errand: 
Good Folks, you need not be afraid, 
We are but Saints, the Hermits ſaid, 
No Hurt ſhall come to you or yours; 
But for that pack of Churliſh Boors, 
Not fit to live on Chriſtian Ground, 
They, and their Houſes, ſhall be drown'd: 
Whilſt you ſhall fee your Cottage riſe, 
And grow a Church before your Eyes. 
They ſcarce had ſpoke, when fair and ſoft, 
The Roof began to mount aloft : 
Aloft roſe ev'ry Beam, and Raſter, 
The heavy Wall climb'd ſlowly after. 
The Chimney widen'd, and grew higher, 
Became a Steeple with a Spire ; 
The Kettle to the Top was hoiſt, 
And there ſtood faſtned to a Joiſt ; 
But with the upſide down, to ſhew 
Its inclination for below. 
In vain : For a Superiour Force 
Applyd at bottom, ſtops its Courſe, 
Doom'd ever in ſuſpenſe to dwell , 
Tis now no Kettle, but a Bell. 
A Wooden Jack, which had almoſt, 
Loſt by diſuſe the Art to Roaſt ; 
A ſudden Alteration feels, 
Inereas'd by new inteſtine Wheels. 


But 


But 


Then ſtuck alofr in publick view, 


(5) 
But what cxalts the Wonder more, 
The Number made the Motion {lower : 


The Flyer, though't had leaden Feet, 


Turn'd round ſo quick, you ſcarcecou'd ſee it; 
But flacken'd by ſome ſecret Power, 
Now hardly moves an Inch an Hour. 
The Jack and Chimney near ally'd, 
Had never left each others ſide ; 
'The Chimney to a Steeple grown, 
The Jack would not be left alone, 
But up againſt the Steeple reat'd, 
Became a Clock, and (tilt adher d: 
And ſtill its Love to Houſhold Cares, 
BY a ſkrill Voice at Noon declares ; 
arning the Cook-maid nor'to burn 
That Roaſt-mear which it cannot turn. 
The Groaning Chair began to crawl, 
Like an huge Snail, along the Wall; 


And with ſmall Change a Pulpit grew. 

The Porringers that in a Row, ' 

Hung high, and made a glitt'ring ſhow, 

To a lets noble Subſtance chang'd, 

Were now but Leathern Buckets rang'd. 

The Ballads paſted on the Wall, 

Of Joan of France, and Engliſh Aol; 

Fair Roſamond, and Robin-Hood, 

The Little Children in the Wood, 

Now ſeem'd. to look abundance better, 

Improv'd in Picture, Size, and Letter, 

And high in Order plac d, deſcribe 

The Heraldry of ev'ry Tribe. 

A Bedſtead of the Antique Mode, 

Compatt of Timber, (many a Load ) 

Such as our Anceſtors did uſe, 

Was Metamorphos'd into Pews; 

Which till their ancient Nature keep, 

By lodging Folks diſposd to ſleep. | 
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(6) 
The Cottage by ſuch feats as theſe, 
Grown to a Church by juſt degrees: 
The Hermits then deſit'd their Hoſt, 
To ask for what he fancy'd moſt. _ 


Philemon having paus'd a while, 


Return'd them 'Thanks in honiely N 
Then ſaid; My Houſe is grown fo fine, 


Methinks 1 ſtill wou'd call it mine: 


Pm Old, and fain wou'd live at Eaſe; 
Make me the Parſon, if you pleaſe : 

He ſpake, and preſently he fress 
His Grazier's Coat fall down his Heels : 
He ſees, yet hardly can believe, 
About each Atm a — . 4, 
His Waſtecoat to a Caſſock grew, 

And both aſſum'd a Sable Hue; 

But being Old, continud juſt 

As Thread- bare, and as full of Duſt. 
His Talk was now of Tythes, and Dues, 
Could ſmoak his Pipe, and read the News 
Knew how to Preach old Sermons next, 
Vampt in the Preface and the Text. 

At Chriſtnings well could get his part, 
And had the Service all by Heart; 


Wiſh'd Women might have Children faſt, 


And thought whoſe Sow had Farrow'd laſt. 
Againſt Diſſenters would repine, 

And ſtood up firm for Rigbt Divine. 
Found his Head fill'd with many a Syſtem, 
But Claſſick Authors he ne er miſs'd them. 
They having furbiſh'd up a Parſon, 

Dame Bauc# next they play'd the Farce on; 
Inſtead of Home-ſpun Quoifs, were ſeen 
Good Pinners, edg'd with Colberteen. 

Her Petticoats transform'd apace, 

Became Black Satin flounc'd with Lace. 
Plain Goody would no longer down, 

'I was Madam in her Grogram Gown, 
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And goes with Folks to ſhew the ſight: 


(7) 


Philemon was in mo Surprize, - 
And hardly could{ believe his Eyes; 
Amaz'd to ſee her look fo Prim, 

And ſhe admir'd as much at him, 
Thus happy in their Change of Life, 


6 | . IH 
Were ſeveral Years this Man and Wife: 3555 


When on a Day, which prov'd their laſt, 
Diſcourſing on Old Storys paſt, 

They went by chance amidſt their Talk, 
To the Church- yard to take a Walk: 
When Baues haſtily cry'd out. 
My Dear, I fee your Forchead ſprout. 


Sprout, quoth the Man, what's this you tell us? f 


I hope you don't believe me Jealous: © 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true, 
And truly yours is budding too. 

Nay, now I cannot ſtir my Foot, 

It feels as i *rwere taking Root. 


Deſcription would but tire my Muſq 


In ſhort they both were turn d to Yews: 
Honeſt old Goodman Haine of Hill, 
Says, merhinks 1 ſhow'd ſee em ſtill: - 
He'll talk of them from Noon till Night, 


On Sundays, after Ev*ning-Prayer, 
He gathers all the Pariſh there: 
Points out the Place of either Yew; 
Here Baucs, there Philemon grew. 

Till once a Parſon of our Town, 

To mend his Barn cut Baucs down:, 
At which 'tis hard to be believ'd, 
How much the other Tree was griev d; 
Grew Surly, Died, at Top was Stunted, 
So the ſame Parſon Stubb'd, and burnt it. 
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The Humble Petition of Frances Harris, 0 
Who muſt ſtarve, and die a Maid, if it miſcarries. 


: Henbh ſheweth, \ 


E A * went to warm my ſelfi in Lady Betty's Cham: 


becauſe I was Cold; . oy 

And! dad! in a Purſe, Seven Pounds and Four Shillings, 
(beſides Farthings) in Money, and Gold: 

n had been buy ing things for my Lady laſt 

ight 

I was reſol vd to tell my Money, to ſee if it was right. 

Now you muſt know, becauſe my Trunk has a veryy 
bad Lock; 

Therefore all the Money I have, which, God knows, 

is a very ſmall Stock, 

I beep & 4 a Pocket ty'd about my middle, next my ) 


So when I put up my Purſe, as God would have i ir, my | 


Smock was untipt ; 


| Ag inſtead of putting it into my Pocket, down i it 
pt. | 


Then the Bell rung, and I went down Stairs to put my 


Lady to Bed; 
When, God knows, I chought my Money as ſafe as 
my Maidenhead. 


15 — 1 I came up again, I found my Pocket very 
ight 


Bur Bl I ſearch'd and miſgd my Purſe, Lord! I 
thought I ſhould have ſunk outright : 


Lord! Madam, ſays Mary, how d'ye do? Indeed, ſays 
I, never worſe : 


Bur pray, Mary, can you tell what I haye done with my 


Purſe! | Lord 


'S 


V 


. 
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Dame, faid 1, as loud as I could bawl, do you know 


(9) 
Lord help me, ſaid Mary, I never ſtirr'd out of this Place! 
Nay, ſaid I, I had it in Lady Berty's Chamber, thats 
a a plain Caſe. | 


So Mary got me to Bed, and cover'd me up warm; 


oy ſhe ſtole away my Garters, that I might de 


my ſelf no Harm: 


So I tumbled and toſgd all Night; as you may very 


well think, | 
But hardly ever ſet my Eyes together, or ſlept a Wink. 
So I was dream d, methought, that we went and ſearch'd 


the Folks round, 


And in a corner of Mrs. Duke's Box, ty'd in a Rag, the 
Money was found. 1 

So next Morning we told Wbittle, and he fell a ſwearing ; 

1 Mrs. Wadger came, and ſhe, you know, is thick 

O hearing: 


what a Loſs I hqv$had ? | ö 
Nay, ſaid ſhe, my Lord * Collway's Fol ks are all very fad. 
For my Lord + Dromedary comes a Tueſday without fail; 
Pugh! ſaid I, but that's not the Buſineſs I ail. | 


Says Cary, ſays he, I have been a Servant this Five and 


Twenty years, come Spring ; | 
2 all the Places I liv'd, I never heard of ſuch a 
ing. | | 
1 ſays the Steward, when I was at my Lady Shrewſ- 
ury's ly 
Such a thing as this happen'd juſt about the time of 
Goosberries. | | | 
* to the Party ſuſpected, and found her full of 
tief; You 
Now you know, of all things in the World I hate a 
Thief : | 


However, I was reſolv'd to bring the Diſcourſe {lily about, 


Mrs. Dales, ſaid I, here's an ugly Accident has happend 
out; SE 


_— — 


Tis. 


_— 
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| * Gallaway, - Dr oghda. 


(Oo) 

Tis not "om lvalne the Money Three Skips of a Loulſe ; 

But the thing I ſtand upon, is the Credit of the Rouſe : 

Tis true, Seven pound, I. Four ſhillings and Six pence, 
makes a great Hole in my Wages 


1 as they ſay, Service is no 0 Inheritance in theſe - 


| Now Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every Body under- 
Tharths tis hard to judge———Money cbt 80 without 

208 OY take me, ſaid ſhe, bleſſing her ſel, if ever I 
So ſhe roar like a Bedlam, as tho! had alba her to 


naught: 


So you Ie what could I ſay to her any more, 


1 cen left her, and came away #3 wiſe as I was be- 
fore. 

Well: But then they would ha##þ4d me gone to the 
Cunnin -Man : | 

No, ſaid I, tis the ſame thing, the Chaplain will be 


here anon. 


So the Chaplain came in; now the Seryants ay. he is 


my Sweet- heart, 
Bean he's always in my Chamber, and I always take 
is Part : 


os I the Devil would have it, before I was aware, out 


blunder'd ; 
Parſon, ſaid I, can you caſt a Nativity, when a Body's 
plunder'd 7 * 
Now you muſt know, he hates to be call'd Parſon, like 
the Devil; 
Truly, ſaid he, Mrs. Neb, it might become you to be 
more civil: 
If your Money be gone, as a Learned Divine "TTY 
_. d'ye ſee, 
You are no Text for my handling, take that from me : 


I 


„ * 


(mw) 
I was never taken for a Conjuter before, 2 have vou 
to know : 


Lord, ſaid I, don't be angry, m ſure I neyer thought 


you ſo; 
You know I mor the Cloth ] deſign to be a Parſen' $ 


Wife; J 
I never too Lot ole i i your Coat for aConjuter iv all my 
With that, he twiſted his Girdle like a Rope, as who 
ſhould ſ. 5 


Life: 
& Un 


Now you — go hang your ſelf for rt? and ſo went 


away 

Well, 7 thou lit: 1 ſuould have ſwoor'd : Lord, ſaid I, 
what ſhall ö do? 5 

I have loſt my Money, and ral loſe niyTtue-Love 
ro0, KA a | 


1 ly Logd called me; ke, aid my Lord, don: 


u 


Fl A ſomethigg towards thy Loſs ; and, fays my 
1 fo will J. 

Oh bog, ſaid 1; what if aſter all, my Chaptain won't 
come to? 

For that, he ſaid! (and t dla; your Excellencies) | mult 
petition . * 

f | 

The Premiſſes tenderly confider'd, 1 deſire your Excel- 

lencies Protection 


And that 1 may have ſhare in next Sd. Col- 


lection: 

And over and above, that 1 may have your Excellon- 
cies Letter 

With an Order for the Chaplain aforeſaid; or inſtead 
of him a better: 

And then your poor Petitioner, both Night and Day, 


Or the Chaplain, for 'tis his Trade, as in Duty. bound 
ſhall Pray. 


as (12) 


If Moly, a fam 4 Fat, — Fair 2 Von 
54 M Had Wealch and.Charms,+bur then E. 4 


She rattled loud, and he impatient heard: 


n N „ 
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Tong ue ! 


From Morn to Night th Eternal Larum run, 


Which often loſt thoſe Hearts her Eyes had won. 
Sir Jobs was (ſmitten, and confeſs d. his — 110 
Sigh'd out the uſual Time, then wed the Dame: 
Poſſeſed he 1 of ex ry Joy ;of| Liſe. 
But his dear Ah prov d a Very Wite. 5 12K 
Exceſs of 1 did in Time decline, 
Madam lovd Money, and the Knightiloy'd Wine. 
From whence ſome pett f Diicord would pl, 
As, You're 4 Fool; — and, You are might miſe 


Tho' he and all the \World:allow' h ed 


Her Voice was ſhrill, and rather loud - ſweet. 

When ſhe began, —for Hat and Sword he'd call 

2 after a faint Kiſs, - Cry, By, Dear Mall: 
Ppt and Friends expect me at the Roſe, 

And, what, Sir Jobs, Y ow'l get your uſual Doſe 

Go, ſtink of Rover and guſle naſty Wine, 

Sure, never Virtuous Love was us d like mine ! 

Oft, as the watchful Bellman march'd his Round, 


At a fein Bottle ay Sir John he found. 


By Four the Knighr . get his Buſineſs done, 

And only then reel'd off, — becauſe alone; 

Full well he knew the dreadful Storm to come, 

But arm'd with Bowurdeaux, he durſt venture Home. 
My Lady with her Tongue was ſtill prepar'd, 


"Tis | 


—— LL” 


v Fo, Y kn a Aw. t MW 


mu adi wo dd > CoA £A 1% wand 


ce La dd 


7 


Three Spoonfuls take, hold in your Mouth -- then Mum: 


Ts (13) ie 
"Tis a fine Hour! In a ſweet Pickle made! 
And this, Sir Jobs, is ev'ry Day the Trade. 

Here I fit moping all the live-long Night, 

Devour'd with Spleen, and Stranger to Delight: 


Till Morn ſends ſtaggering Home a Drunken Beaſt; 


Reſolv'd to break my Heart, as well as Reſt. | 

Hey! Hoop!d'ye hear my damr'd obſtrep'rous Spouſe! 
What, can't you find one Bed about the Houſe! 
Will that perpetual Clack lie never ſtill! 
That Rival to the Softneſs of a Mill! 
Some Couch and diſtant Room muſt be my Choice, 
Where l may ſleep uncursd with Wife and Noiſe. 
Long this uncomfortable Life they led, #51 
With ſnarling Meals, and each a ſeparate Bed. ? 
Toan old Uncle oft ſhe would complain, 
Beg his Advice, and ſcarce from Tears refrain; 
Old HMiſewood ſmoak'd the Matter as it was, 
Cheer up, cry'd he! and III remove the Cauſe. 

A wond'rous Spring within my Garden flows, 
Of Sov'reign Virtue, chiefly to compoſe 
Domeſtick Jarrs, and Matrimonial Strife, 
The beſt Elixir appeaſe Man and Wife; 
Strange are th' Effects, the Qyalities Divine, 
Tis Water call'd, but worth its Weight in Wine. 
If in his ſullen Airs, Sir Fob» ſhould come, 


Smile, and look Pleasd, when he ſhall Rage and Scold, 
Still in your Mouth the Healing Cordial hold; 
One Month this Sympathetick Med'cintry'd, 
He'll grow a Lover, you a Happy Bride. 
Bur deareſt Neece keep this Grand Secret cloſe, 
Or ny pratling Huſſy'l beg a Doe. 
A Water-Botrle's brought for her Relief, 
Not Nants could ſooner eaſe the Lady's Grief : 
Her buſy Thoughts are on the Tryal bent, | 
And Female-like, impatient for th* Event. 
The Bounty Knight recls Home exceeding clear, 
Prepard for Clamour, and Domeſtick War. 


Entring, 


* 


But found 


2 Wich thas he ſigh'd 


* — — 


(40 
Entring, het cries,— Hey! Where's our ar Thinner fled! , 
No Hurricane! Betty 's your Lady dead 0 
Madam, aſide, an amp e Mouthful — ekt 
Curt ſy's, looks Kind, but not a Word the ſpeaks: 7 . 
Wond'ring, he ſtar d, ſcarcely his Eyes believ'd, 
is Ears agteeably deceiv'd, ' 1 
Why, How now, Molly, What's the Croicher now? 
5 frailes, and anſwers only with a Bow. - N 8 
Then claſping her about, Why, let me Dye 63 3: 2 
Theſe Nigh beclorhes, Mol, become thee mightily ! | 
her Hand began to preſs, 7169 0 
And uy calls her Lady to undreſs. 
Ny kiſs me, Moly, for Fm much inclin'd. 
er Lace ſhe cuts to take him in the Mind. 
Than the Fond Pair to Bed enamour'd went, 
The Lady pleasd, and the good Kuight content. 
For many Days theſe Fond Endearments paſsd, 
The Reconciling Bottle fails at laſt , - 
Twas us'd and gone, — Then Midnight Storms 210 
And Looks and Words, the Union diſcompoſe. 
Her Coach is order d, and Poſt-haſte ſhe flies; 
To beg dear Uncle for ſome freſh-Supplies; _ 
Tranſported does the ſtrange Effects relate, 
Her Knight's Converſion, and her happy State! 
Why, Neece, ſays he —4 N apprehend, 
The Water's Winer — fo ſelf thy Friend; 
Such Beauty would the ide Husband warm, 
But your provoking Tongue undoes the Charm: 
Be ſilent, and complying,— You'll ſoon find, 
Sir Joby, without a Med'cin, will be kind. 


Poſtſcript. 


In Marriage are Two happy Things TTY 

A Wife in Wedding-Shcets, and in a Shrowd. 
How can a Marriage-State then be accursd, 
Since che ben Day's as ak as the Firſt. 


AN 


<< BO BAN 


D 
A 
TD 


Y 


* 
#3 

. 
o 
4 x 
1 
- 
«& 


7 


7 


615) "0 


— 


A N 


' ODE upon SOLITUDE. 


from this calm Bay,  £® 


Ail, Sacred Solitude! 


LI 1 view the World's Tempeſtuous Sea; 


And with wiſe Pride deſpiſe 
All thoſe ſenſeleſs Vanities : 
With Pity mov'd for others, caſt away 
On Rocks of Hopes and Fears, I fee em toſꝰd 
On Rocks of Folly, and of Vice I ſee em loft : 
Some the prevailing Malice of the Great, 
Unhappy Men, or Adverſe Fate. 5 
Sunk deep into the Gulphs of an afflicted State. 
But mor e, far more, a numberleſs prodigious Train, 
Whilſt Virtue courts em, but alas in vain, | 
Fly from her kind embracing Arms, | 
Deaf to her fondeſt Call, blind to her greateſt Charms, 
And ſunk in Pleaſures, and in brutifh Eaſe, | 
They in their Shipwreck'd State themſelves obdurate 
pleaſe. 15 | | 


Hail, Sacred Solitude, Soul of my Soul, 


Ie is by thee I truly live, 
Thou do'ſt me better Life, and nobler Vigor give; 
Do ſt each unruly Appetite controul: 


Thy conſtant Quiet fills my peaceful Breaſt, 


With unmix'd Joy, uninterrupted Reſt. 
Preſuming Love does neer invade | 
This private Solitary Shade, - | 5 
And wich fantaſtick Wounds, by Beauty made; . 
2 LG 1 


And ſtopping 
uy Eaſc convey me to a better Shade. 


5 e 
The Joy "A no Allay of ally, Hop! 


Yet I exalted Love admire, 
Friendſhip, abhorring ſordid Gain, 


3 'And purified from Luſt's dithoneſt Stain : 
Nor is it for my Solitude unfit, 


Fot I am with my Friend alone, 


i 1 I 2 1 
As if we were but one; 


Tis the polluted Love that multiplies, 


Bur Friend ig does two Souls | in one compriſe. 


111. * 
Here i in a a full and conſtant Tide doth flow 


All Bleffings Man can ho Oe to know; 
Here in a deep Receſs © 4 
Pleaſures which entertain, and which exalt the Mind 


Thought we find 


and Raf, 
2 The ſolid Comforts of this happy Sphere; 


* / 
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Pleaſures which do from Friendſhip and from Know 


ledge riſe, 


Which make us happy 2s they make us wilt. 
Here may I always on this downy Graſs, 


Unſeen, unknown, my eaſy Minutes paſs; 


'T ill with a gentle Force Victorious n 
My Solitude invade; 


for a- while my Breath, 


; 
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